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tower. In many places the wall is weather-
stained like a sea-cliff; and in every crevice
large enough to catch a wandering seed the
juniper maintains its footing, or the feathery
tamarisk braves the winter blast. In others
they are almost bare, and their grey expanse,
over which the long green lizard runs, shines
baldly in the sun. In a secluded spot a cypress
wood rises along the green steep between the
two walls, and spreads far beyond the outer
one. In its shadow the Armenians have made
their cemetery. That mournful region is per-
haps the least lonely part of the ancient
fortifications. There, beside a new-made grave,
a veiled and silent woman meets the traveller's
gaze ; sitting hour after hour, like one who waits
beside a gate which will be opened to her at
last. She is seen by him as he rides out at
noon, and seen again on Ms return, There
also the Armenian who has lost no friend,
but who possesses no country, sometimes makes
his retreat in the stranger's land, and muses on
his native mountains far away, bathing impas-